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tical theorists, Preston King was earnest and practical.
J. Q. Adams and Giddings displayed sense and courage, but
neither of them had the faculty which K. possessed for con-
centrating, combining, and organizing men in party meas-
ures and action. I boarded in the same house with King
in 1846 when the Wilmot Proviso was introduced on an
appropriation bill. Root and Brinkerhoff of Ohio, Rath-
bun and Grover and Stetson [sic]l of New York, besides
Wilmot and some few others whom I do not recall, were in
that combination, and each supposed himself the leader.
They were indeed all leaders, but King, without making
pretensions, was the man, the hand, that bound this sheaf
together. From the day when he took his stand King
never faltered. There was not a more earnest party man,
but he would not permit the discipline and force of party
to carry him away from his honest convictions. Others
quailed and gave way but he did not. He was not eloquent
or much given to speech-making, but could state his case
clearly, and his undoubted sincerity made a favorable
impression always.

Not ever having held a place where great individual and
pecuniary responsibility devolved upon him, the office of
Collector embarrassed and finally overwhelmed him.

Some twenty-five years ago he was in the Retreat for the
Insane in Hartford, and there I knew him. He became
greatly excited during the Canadian rebellion and its disas-
trous termination and the melancholy end of some of his
townsmen had temporarily impaired his reason. But it was
brief; he rapidly recovered, and, unlike most persons who
have been deranged, it gave him no uneasiness and he spoke
of it with as much unconcern as of a fever. The return of
the malady led to his committing suicide. Possessed of the
tenderest sensibilities and a keen sense of honor, the party
exactions of the New York politicians, the distress, often

1 There was no Stetson in Congress at the time. Perhaps Wheaton of
New York, who was one of the supporters of the Proviso, was the man
whom Mr. Welles had in mind.